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By Lindsey Clark 
 
 A snapshot is all I have left. I have a part of the puzzle, but am missing all the other pieces. My 
memories fade in and out, and sometimes I’m not sure if I’m remembering what actually happened or just 
what I saw in pictures.  
 She was old, ancient in fact. Great Aunt Annie was a relic from the mysterious past. Her face was a 
map of peaks and valleys that never seemed to end. While her fine hair framed her weathered face and 
almost matched her skin giving her a translucent glow. That was all that could be noticed from away in the 
kitchen, yet once you entered the den, everything changed. Her piercing eyes, little brown balls of fire, 
would track every movement, gesture, and glance. My mom, aunts, uncles, and various family members 
would urge us forward. The children were the sacrifices to the beast that summoned them to her cave in 
the mountains. 
 She sits on her throne and waits for people to come to her. You would think her small frame would 
be overpowered by the majestic chair, yet it only serves to embrace the power she has. It’s in the corner, 
out of the way, not the center of attention, yet she commands the attention of every being in the room. Her 
fierceness is only contrasted by the world behind her that seems untouched. The lush green forest carpeted 
the hills that made indents in the horizon. Looking past the pool that seemed to be carved out of the 
ground, there is the magnificent basin of green fertility that her windows look out over. The blazing sky is a 
concoction of the most vivid pinks, purples, and reds. So alive it seems it will set afire the soft hills it so 
delicately grazes. 
 Scene two; the kitchen is a flurry of hands and motion, white coats fluttering from the sink to stove, 
to out the swinging door. I watch someone frost a chocolate mousse cake with perfect petals and hope that 
the cake is for us. Another white coat is taking hors d’oeuvres out of the oven and arranging them in a petal 
pattern on the platter. I stare as another server appears out of nowhere and whisks the plate away while 
balancing another plate piled high with spanakopitas. She dances out of the kitchen so effortlessly. She 
looks the exact opposite of the concentrated cake decorator who is wielding the icing with such 
determination that I doubt a bomb going off would distract her. I feel a squeeze on my shoulder, and I feel 
as though my heart will jump out of my chest; I’ve been caught. Yet when I look up, a rosy cheeked woman 
is offering me a piece of freshly baked French bread. A nod is all I can manage. My heart stops its mad 
beating and I take the treat.  It burns in my hand, but I don’t drop it. A quick slip and it’s in my mouth, the 
flaky goodness melts into deliciousness.  
 My memory rolls into the next scene, drenched in heat and sunshine. The world around is a blur of 
colors, then I break the surface and am surrounded by a cool relief. I dance with the water, amazed at how 
it pushes me to the surface without the slightest effort. There is an explosion of sound once I leave the 
underworld that seems to have no gravity. Toddlers screaming and parents chasing after them, there is a 
swirl of activity that surrounds the pool. No one sees Oliver, the black and white speckled cocker spaniel, 
meander over to the pool deck. I watch Oliver seize his chance, and lunge into the water. He doggie paddles 
the length of the pool with the nobility of a king, then walks right out using the steps in the shallow end, as 
if he did it all the time. And with one big shake, he heads back to the yard, leaving only a trail of wet paw 
prints. 
 Then the final scene. The grass is soft and damp with the morning’s dew. I am standing in front of 
the freshly cut earth. My hand disappears inside my mom’s and my right hand grips my cousin’s. I’m trying 
to find a way to figure this out. No more summer visits to the pool in the mountains? We are given flowers 
to thrown into the grave. I step forward hand in hand with Kate and we stare into the rectangular hole 
where our attic adventures and summers of fun will be for the rest of time. 
 The last thing I remember is throwing the rose, turning to leave and all the time resisting the urge 
to go back and save my flower. The one I had lost forever. 
The reel snaps, nothing more. Blackness fills the screen. 
